

























































tradition.	They	follow	the	typical	form	of	a	balance	between	the	before	and	after	redemption	with	the	epiphany	moment	as	a	fulcrum	near	the	centre.	The	opening	paragraphs	of	each	text	have	been	chosen	in	order	to	make	a	comparative	analysis	of	the	different	styles,	which	are	illuminating	and	directly	impact	on	their	veracity.	Nicky	Cruz	wrote	a	conversion	narrative	called	Run	Baby	Run	recounting	his	early	life	in	Puerto	Rico,	adolescence	in	a	1950s	New	York	street	gang,	and	his	redemption	through	meeting	a	minister.	It	opens	with	him	stepping	off	a	plane	in	New	York:		“Stop	that	crazy	kid!”	someone	shouted.		 The	door	of	the	Pan	Am	Constellation	had	just	swung	open	and	I	darted	down	the	steps	toward	the	terminal	at	New	York’s	Idlewild	Airport.	It	was	January	4,	1955,	and	the	cold	wind	stung	my	cheeks	and	ears.		 Just	hours	before	my	father	had	put	me	aboard	the	plane	in	San	Juan,	a	rebellious,	bitter	fifteen-year-old	Puerto	Rican	kid.	I	had	been	assigned	to	the	pilot’s	custody	and	told	to	remain	in	the	plane	until	turned	over	to	my	brother,	Frank.	But	when	the	door	opened	I	was	the	first	one	out,	running	wildly	across	the	concrete	apron.22			 The	narrative	opens	in	medias	res	with	the	action	of	the	protagonist	escaping	custody	of	the	pilot,	which	feels	immediate	and	arresting.	It	shows	he	is	wild	and	rebellious,	which	makes	the	description	of	himself	in	those	terms	redundant.	However,	it	sets	the	scene	and	gives	the	reader	a	sense	of	the	character.	Here	Cruz	is	storytelling	rather	than	reporting,	as	he	is	evoking	a	scene	with	dialogue	and	dramatic	language,	like	‘swung’	and	‘darted’,	and	with	giving	the	reader	a	sense	of	place	with	the	description	of	the	weather.	Questions	are	raised,	too,	as	to	what	his	brother	is	now	going	to	do	and	where	Cruz	himself	is	going	to	go.	There	is	tension	and	conflict	enough	to	hook	a	reader	in.	The	first	half	of	the	book	chronicles	his	childhood	growing	up	in	a	family	of	occultists,	his	violence	and	addictions;	the	middle	his	spiritual	conversion;	and	the	latter	part	is	dedicated	to	Bible	school	and	becoming	a	minister.	This	is	a	typical	shape	for	a	contemporary	Christian	conversion	narrative,	as	many	converts	are	addicts	who	meet	a	messenger	from	God,	find	redemption,	and	go	on	to	become	ministers.	It	is	also	written	with	the	help	of	a	professional	writer,	which	is	something	it	has	in	common	with	a	lot	of	other	books	in	this	genre.	It	was	published	by	Hodder	Christian	Paperbacks	and	marketed	to	Christians	as	an	encouraging	story	and	one	to	use	for	evangelism.	Out	of	the	three	examples,	this	
																																																						22	Nicky	Cruz,	Run	Baby	Run	(London:	Hodder	and	Stoughton,	1969),	p.	15.	
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book	stands	out	as	being	written	with	more	of	a	sense	of	storytelling	than	the	other	two.	As	well	as	Nicky’s	story,	we	learn	about	the	tensions	between	different	races	and	the	police	in	1950’s	New	York,	and	the	poverty	many	ethnic	minorities	suffered	as	immigrants.	The	scenes	are	more	vibrant	and	the	dialogue	more	convincing.	There	is	also	deeper	insight	into	the	protagonist’s	mind-set,	especially	in	places	where	he	uses	dreams	as	metaphors,	for	example,	“the	walls	of	the	room	seemed	to	close	in	toward	me	and	the	ceiling	moved	upward,	stretching	out	until	it	was	ten	miles	away…	I	was	clawing	at	the	walls	trying	to	escape,	trying	to	climb	out”	(Cruz,	p.	99).	This	narrative	uses	drama	to	good	effect	and	pits	the	protagonist	against	the	preacher,	the	representative	of	God,	as	the	antagonist.	In	contrast,	the	other	two	narratives	see	their	addiction	as	the	antagonist	with	the	conflict	being	between	their	old	self	and	their	redeemed	self.		 Barry	Woodward	wrote	Once	an	Addict	with	the	help	of	a	professional	writer,	which	was	published	by	a	Christian	publishing	house.	The	book	tells	of	Barry’s	wayward	life	as	a	young	man	and	his	descent	into	drug	dependence,	criminal	activity,	and	depravity.	At	the	beginning	he	recounts	a	memory	of	a	time	he	was	in	prison.		 The	year	was	1985,	just	after	the	Miners’	Strike.	It	was	a	Saturday,	and	I	was	lying	on	the	bed	in	my	cell	in	Strangeways	nick,	waiting	for	my	girlfriend	Lisa	to	come	in	for	her	visit.	She	visited	me	faithfully	every	day.	My	cellmate,	Spike,	was	on	the	other	bed.	He	was	also	waiting	for	his	woman	to	come	in.	We	talked	about	how	quiet	the	wing	was	that	day	–	unusual	for	a	Saturday.		 When	we	heard	the	keys	in	the	cell	door	we	thought	it	was	time	for	our	visit;	instead,	the	door	swung	open	quickly	with	an	urgent	whine	from	its	hinges,	and	four	or	five	screws	ran	in	with	two	sniffer	dogs.		 ‘Right,	lads	–	get	up	and	get	your	hands	in	the	air!’		 We	weren’t	going	for	our	visit	at	all;	we	were	being	busted.23			 Here	Woodward	is	intending	to	evoke	a	scene	in	media	res	like	Cruz	does	above.	However,	the	language	is	less	vibrant	and	immediate	and	feels	plodding	as	there	is	non-essential	detail	that	slows	the	reader	down,	such	as	‘just	after	the	Miners’	strike’,	‘it	was	a	Saturday’,	‘my	cellmate’	and	so	on.	Having	the	dialogue	upfront	like	in	Cruz’s	opening	would	have	given	the	scene	more	drama.	There	are	no	hints	at	the	character	of	the	protagonist	here,	unlike	in	Cruz’s	opening.	We	know	where	he	is	and	when	it	is,	but	we	cannot	see	him	or	know	how	he	feels.	
																																																						23	Barry	Woodward,	Once	an	Addict	(Milton	Keynes:	Authentic	Media,	2008),	p.	2.	
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Drowning	aims	for	originality	in	the	blending	of	two	opposing	genres,	a	mystical	narrative	with	a	gritty	northern-realist	style.	It	also	uses	fictional	techniques	with	non-fiction	material	and	attempts	to	relay	the	esoteric	nature	of	a	spiritual	conversion	in	a	concrete	way	that	non-religious	readers	will	not	only	find	palatable	but	interesting.	The	aim	was	to	write	it	for	a	broad	audience	of	readers	who	enjoy	literary	coming-of-age	or	addiction	memoirs.	It	was	not	aimed	at	a	Christian	audience,	but	should	not	alienate	them	either.	It	is	an	antidote	to	Christian	conversion	narratives	written,	published,	and	read	by	other	Christians	in	that	it	seeks	to	be	literary	and	appeal	to	a	secular	audience.	Drowning	is	an	attempt	to	write	a	literary	recovery	narrative	with	a	spiritual	conversion	as	its	dénouement	that	will	appeal	to	a	wide	audience	through	its	popular	form,	engaging	narrative	and	literary	style.	It	departs	from	contemporary	religious	memoirs,	like	the	ones	discussed	earlier,	in	its	style	and	use	of	language	and	in	the	way	it	does	not	seek	to	convert	the	reader	to	the	faith.	It	also	does	not	give	the	impression	that	the	conversion	is	the	end	of	the	author-protagonist’s	struggle	with	their	faith,	as	with	Woodward,	Cruz	and	Edwards.	It	departs	from	mainstream	recovery	narratives	also,	in	that	it	contains	a	spiritual	conversion	as	the	recovery	catalyst	rather	than	the	use	of	Alcoholics	Anonymous,	as	with	Burroughs	and	Knapp,	or	willpower,	like	Frey.			 When	the	spiritual	conversion	scene	in	Drowning	is	compared	to	the	three	by	Woodward,	Cruz	and	Edwards,	it	is	clear	that	the	style	and	quality	are	very	different.	In	Once	an	Addict	Woodward	is	invited	to	church	by	his	neighbour	and	during	the	service	he	goes	out	to	be	prayed	for.	He	tells	the	pastor	about	his	addictions	and	mental	health	problems.	Woodward	describes	this	initial	experience,	but	his	full	conversion	experience	is	a	few	pages	later	when	he	visits	the	church	the	next	day.		 I	was	hot	all	the	way	through,	I	was	shaking,	I	was	crying…	‘If	you	want	to	receive	Christ	into	your	life,	I	want	you	to	come	out	of	your	seat	and	come	and	kneel	at	the	rail	here.’		 I	didn’t	understand	at	the	time	what	all	this	meant	but	I	believed	it,	and	God	was	truly	on	my	case.	And	I	wanted	him	more	than	anything	in	the	world.	I	was	the	first	to	get	up	there!	I	felt	like	I	had	been	pinged	out	of	my	seat.	It	was	like	God	had	taken	me	by	the	scruff	of	my	neck	and	got	me	on	my	feet	and	up	to	that	rail;	and	when	I	got	there	I	knelt	down.	A	man	named	Roy	from	the	church	came	and	stood	with	me	and	led	me	in	a	prayer.	
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Chap	2		Secondary	school	was	hell	from	day	one.	And	now	I	was	getting	thrown	out.			 That	morning	before	catching	the	bus	to	school,	I	went	into	the	supermarket	in	the	village	and	stole	some	beer.	I	walked	to	the	booze	aisle,	checked	no	one	was	around,	lifted	a	four	pack	of	Budweiser	into	my	rucksack,	threw	it	on	my	back	and	walked	out.	I	already	had	a	few	cigarettes	I’d	taken	from	my	Grandad’s,	so	I	was	all	set	to	meet	the	lads	in	the	basement	at	lunch	break.		The	sound	of	my	shoes	slapping	the	marble	steps	echoed	up	the	stairwell	and	within	the	iron	banister.	It	was	three	flights	down	to	the	basement	and	the	dust	became	thicker	with	each	step.	It	was	dark	inside,	but	I	knew	they’d	be	in	the	far	left	corner	next	to	the	door	that	led	to	the	courtyard.		 “Did	you	get	the	beer?”	Steve	said.			 I	didn’t	answer.	I	smiled,	unzipped	my	bag	and	lifted	the	four	pack	out	onto	the	stone	floor.		 “Nice	one,”	Chris	said,	“let’s	crack	‘em	open.”		 I	passed	them	around	and	we	opened	them	together.			 “Bollocks!”	we	said,	as	the	shaken	cans	frothed	over	us.	We	tipped	our	heads	back	and	gulped	them	down,	so	as	not	to	lose	too	much.		 “Who	wants	a	fag?”	I	said,	pulling	three	cigarettes	from	the	side	pocket.		 Steve	put	his	hand	up.	“No,	mate.”		 “Spark	one	up,	and	I’ll	have	half,”	Chris	said.		 We	shared	the	last	can	and	finished	the	cigarette.	I	found	an	old	grate	and	dropped	the	evidence	down	the	hole.		 “Come	on,	let’s	get	back,”	Steve	said.		 Steve	and	Chris	ran	through	the	basement	and	back	up	the	stairs,	while	I	stayed	behind	to	smoke	another	cigarette.		 That	afternoon	in	German	class,	barely	minutes	after	the	usual	exchange	of,	“Guten	Morgen	Klasse,”	and	our	reply	of,	“Guten	Morgen	Herr	Rowland,”	I	got	thrown	out	and	told	to	stand	by	the	door.		 As	I	stood	there,	the	headmaster,	Mr	Bavister,	walked	by.	He	stood	in	front	of	me	with	his	hands	on	his	hips	and	sighed.	“Again?”	he	said,	and	nodded	towards	his	office.	“Get	in	there	and	wait	for	me.”	
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	 	The	next	day,	my	parents	and	I	were	summoned	for	a	meeting.	We	arrived	at	the	school	and	headed	to	Barmy	Bavvy’s	office.	He	was	stood	in	his	unassuming	uniform	of	brown	corduroy	trousers,	brown	shoes,	woolly	jumper,	and	glasses.			 “We’ve	had	enough.	We	can’t	cope	with	him	anymore,”	he	said,	as	he	paced	the	carpet	in	front	of	us.			 “What’s	he	done	now?”	my	mum	said.	She	was	sat	upright	with	both	hands	on	her	lap	holding	her	handbag.		 “What’s	he	done?	What	hasn’t	he	done?	He’s	been	a	menace	since	he	started.”	His	face	was	red	and	he	spoke	through	his	teeth.	His	side-parted	grey	hair	flapped	over	his	left	eye	every	time	he	spun	round.			 My	mum	stood	up.	“We	didn’t	come	here	to	be	shouted	at,	so	let’s	sit	down	and	talk	about	it.”		 “Sit	down?	Why	don’t	you	control	your	child?	He’s	got	behaviour	issues	and	needs	counselling	and	we’re	not	equipped	for	that,”	he	said,	pointing	at	the	three	of	us.	Whenever	I	got	thrown	out	of	lessons	he’d	jab	that	big	index	finger	into	my	chest	over	and	over	again,	shouting,	“Why	can	you	not	be-have	your-self	in	les-sons?”	with	a	sharp	dig	on	every	syllable.			 “Counselling?	He’s	fifteen.	I’m	glad	we	took	Hannah	out	when	we	did,”	my	dad	said.		 “Yes,	after	all	the	work	we	put	into	them	you	took	the	well	behaved	one	out	and	left	us	with	the	idiot!”		 “Just	get	to	the	point	or	we’re	leaving.”			 He	stiffened	and	said,	“Your	son’s	bringing	alcohol	and	cigarettes	into	school	and	getting	other	pupils	involved.”		 My	parents	looked	at	each	other	and	said,	“How	was	he	caught?”		 “I	smelled	smoke	on	his	clothes	yesterday	and	I’ve	heard	rumours	about	the	basement.”		 “So	this	is	a	rumour?”		 “It’s	enough.	This	is	a	Christian	school	and	we	expect	Christian	behaviour.”		 In	a	school	of	eighty	pupils	and	a	year	group	of	twelve,	it	was	hard	to	keep	anything	hidden.	That’s	why	I	spent	most	of	my	time	in	the	calm	of	the	basement	or	in	the	toilets.	They	were	the	only	places	I	didn’t	feel	watched	and	scrutinised.	
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Chap	3		The	muffled	sound	of	ten	praying	adults	in	the	living	room	below	comforted	me	as	a	child	and	helped	me	sleep.	When	I	was	nine	I	gladly	said	a	prayer	with	my	Sunday	school	teacher	to	follow	Jesus.	A	couple	of	years	later,	dressed	in	a	white	gown,	I	was	dunked	in	the	baptismal	pool	by	the	pastor	and	raised	from	the	water	to	the	sound	of	Newton’s	Amazing	Grace.	But	I	still	had	to	go	through	my	dangers,	toils	and	snares.		And	this	wretch	was	yet	to	be	saved.		Friday	nights	were	Youth	Night.	If	you	were	eleven	or	above	and	part	of	Bethel	Church,	you	went	whether	you	liked	it	or	not.	Me	and	Jonny	were	no	exception	and	we	met	there	an	hour	early	every	week.		 “You	get	owt	from	your	grandad’s,	mate?”	Jonny	said,	his	eyes	wide.			 I	put	my	hand	up	for	him	to	be	quiet	and	nodded.	I	gestured	with	my	head	towards	the	other	side	of	the	street	from	the	church.		 “Behind	the…?”	He	flicked	his	eyes	to	the	side	and	smiled.		 “Let’s	go,”	I	said,	and	headed	to	the	back	of	the	Co-op.		 We	crossed	over	the	road	from	the	church	and	walked	up	the	embankment	between	the	mechanic’s	garage	and	the	big	house.	The	track	led	us	behind	the	supermarket	where	there	was	an	alleyway	hidden	between	the	back	of	the	building	and	a	rock	face.	I	had	a	hiding	place	directly	in	the	rock,	like	a	small	cave	covered	by	branches	and	leaves.		 “What’s	that?”		 “Diamond	White,	proper	strong	cider,”	I	said,	pulling	it	from	the	wall.	“We’ll	feel	this.”	I	passed	Jonny	a	can	and	we	cracked	them	open.		 He	gulped	a	few	times	and	then	screwed	up	his	face.	“Tastes	horrible	mate,	wish	we	had	some	blackcurrant	to	put	in.”		 “A	fag’ll	help.”	I	took	out	a	couple	of	Craven	A.			 “I’m	not	smoking.	I	hate	it.”		 I	shrugged	and	lit	one.	After	each	gulp	I	took	a	drag	and	it	stopped	me	heaving.	Jonny	kept	gulping	and	wincing.		 “You	ever	nick	money?”	Jonny	said.	
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than	Sunday	mornings	when	our	parents	dragged	us	there	in	our	Sunday	best.	That	and	the	week	away	at	camp	every	summer.		 Camp	was	always	held	at	some	boarding	school	and	this	year	we	were	at	one	near	Robin	Hood’s	Bay.	A	really	nice	old	place,	but	I	didn’t	really	care	about	that.	Everything	was	possible	at	camp	if	you	kept	under	the	radar	and	I	always	came	prepared	with	cigarettes	and	booze.	One	of	the	highlights	of	camp	was	a	day	trip	to	the	coast	and	this	year	we	were	off	to	Scarborough.	Me	and	Jonny	walked	to	the	back	of	the	coach	and	sat	on	the	rear	seats.	We	were	the	only	ones	at	the	back	except	another	guy	we	didn’t	recognise.	He	had	short	dreadlocks	tied	with	coloured	elastic	bands	and	wore	a	black	T-shirt	that	read	Spliff	in	Comfort	in	the	style	of	Southern	Comfort.		 “Nice	shirt,”	I	said.		 “Thanks.	I’m	Rick.”	He	leant	back	and	ran	his	hand	over	the	twisted	locks	of	hair.		 I	looked	at	his	shirt	again	and	the	dreadlocks	and	bangles	on	his	wrists	and	decided	he	was	like	us,	but	cooler.	“You	into	that?”	I	said,	and	nodded	at	his	T-shirt.		 He	laughed	and	said,	“Maybe,	what	about	you?”		 Jonny	looked	at	me	and	we	smiled.	“We’re	up	for	anything.”		 Rick	lowered	his	voice	and	gestured	for	us	to	come	closer,	“Wanna	get	some	poppers?”		 We	nodded,	but	I	knew	neither	of	us	had	a	clue	what	poppers	were.		 He	looked	back	at	us	with	a	side	smile.	“Sweet,	we’ll	hang	out	then.”		 As	soon	as	the	coach	pulled	up	we	were	all	out	of	our	seats	and	heading	towards	the	front,	as	Michael	shouted,	“Right	everyone,	be	back	at	this	exact	spot	no	later	than	three	or	the	coach	will	leave	without	you.”	We	barged	out	of	the	doors	and	headed	to	the	promenade.	We	walked	past	the	arcades	with	their	electronic	sounds,	past	the	burger	kiosks	with	the	smell	of	fried	onions,	and	took	a	left	by	the	rock	shop	where	bags	of	pink	candyfloss	blew	in	the	wind.	Then	we	raced	up	the	concrete	steps	beside	the	funicular	and	arrived	at	the	top	next	to	the	Grand	Hotel	and	set	off	into	the	town.		 “Where	we	off	first?”	Jonny	said.		 “I’m	gasping	for	a	fag,”	said	Rick,	striding	ahead.		 We	followed	him	through	the	streets	passing	all	the	usual	town	centre	shops	like	Boots,	WH	Smiths	and	Marks	&	Spencer	and	looked	for	a	suitable	hiding	
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place.	We	had	to	be	careful,	as	we	didn’t	want	to	get	spotted	by	anyone.	We	came	to	a	supermarket	and	hid	behind	it.	We	sat	on	wooden	pallets	facing	each	other	and	I	got	a	pack	of	Craven	A	out.		 I	held	the	box	towards	them.		 “Sweet,”	Rick	said,	and	took	one.		 Jonny	looked	away.			 “Come	on,	live	a	little,”	Rick	said,	and	passed	one	to	Jonny.		 He	shook	his	head.			 We	shrugged	and	lit	them.	We	leant	back	on	the	wall	and	relaxed.	Rick	blew	smoke	rings.		 Jonny	sat	staring	off	into	the	distance,	picking	up	small	stones	and	throwing	them	into	a	bush.	“I’m	not	sure	about	poppers.	I	don’t	wanna	take	any	drugs,”	he	said.		 Rick	sat	up.	“They’re	not	drugs.	You	can’t	buy	drugs	in	a	shop.”		 “I’d	rather	get	some	booze,”	Jonny	said.		 “Alright,	we	will,”	Rick	said.	“I	can	get	served.”		 We	counted	up	the	money	we	had	and	put	it	in	between	us.		 “Plenty	for	some	beers	and	some	poppers,”	said	Rick.		 “Diamond	White?”	I	said.		 “I’m	not	drinking	that	crap,”	Johnny	said.		 “Blastaways?”	said	Rick,	“Castaway	mixed	with	Diamond	White.	Tastes	way	better	and	gets	you	hammered.”		 Jonny	looked	at	me	and	I	nodded.	He	looked	at	Rick	and	shrugged.		 “Sorted,	I’m	going	in.”	In	under	an	hour	we	had	polished	off	a	dozen	Castaways	and	a	dozen	Diamond	White.	Jonny	said,	“What	happens	when	you	take	poppers?		 “Thought	you	didn’t	want	any?”	I	said.		 Rick	shrugged.	“Makes	you	feel	warm	and	happy.	Only	lasts	a	few	seconds.”		 Jonny	thought	for	a	second.	“Screw	it,	let’s	get	some.”		 “Good	lad,”	I	said.	According	to	Rick,	joke	shops	were	the	best	place	for	poppers,	so	we	went	in	the	first	one	we	saw	and	Jonny	walked	straight	up	to	the	counter	and	said,	“Got	any	poppers?”	at	the	top	of	his	voice.	
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“But	things	are	weird,”	she	said,	and	took	the	bottle	and	drank.	“We	won’t	be	together	much	longer.”	She	passed	me	the	wine.		“His	dad’s	ill	and	he’s	dealing	really	badly	with	it.”	I	nodded.	I	didn’t	know	what	to	say.	Then	I	saw	someone	with	their	hands	up	to	their	face	looking	in	through	the	glass	in	the	door.	“Who’s	that?”	Lena	said.		They	turned	the	handle	and	walked	in.	“Andy?”		“Michael?”	“Where’s	Lee?”	“In	the	living	room,”	Lena	said,	and	we	both	pointed	down	the	hallway.	“Looks	like	the	party’s	over,”	I	said.	“Can	I	see	you	again?”	“Maybe.”	I	thought	Lena	was	lovely	and	didn’t	consider	how	she	had	a	one-night	stand	with	me	when	she	had	a	boyfriend.	We	never	went	on	a	date	and	only	saw	each	other	at	parties.	We	talked	on	the	phone	and	she	introduced	me	to	her	mother	when	she	hosted	a	party.	So,	in	my	mind,	it	was	a	blossoming	romance	and	I	was	in	love.	But	Lena	never	left	her	boyfriend.	Not	long	after,	another	Youth	Camp	came	around	and	Lena	decided	to	come.	I’d	taken	a	bottle	of	vodka	to	share	with	Jonny	and,	as	soon	as	we	got	there,	we	had	a	few	drinks	in	the	room	and	went	to	check	out	the	grounds	of	Sedbergh	School	and	look	for	somewhere	to	smoke.		 “How’s	things	with	Lena?”	Jonny	said,	as	we	walked	down	the	playing	field	beside	a	stone	wall.		 “Weird,”	I	said,	as	we	came	to	some	trees.		 “Not	breaking	up	with	you	is	she?”		 I	lit	a	cigarette	and	looked	around	at	all	the	green	space	and	beautiful	stone	buildings.	“She’s	still	with	her	boyfriend.”		 “She’s	messing	you	about.”		 I	took	a	drag	and	blew	the	smoke	up	into	the	leaves	of	a	tree.	“This	is	a	lot	nicer	than	the	schools	near	me.”		 “You	should	say	something,”	he	said.	
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	 I	finished	my	cigarette	and	stood	on	it.	Then	covered	it	over	with	leaves.	“I’m	gonna	talk	to	her	tonight.”		 	On	an	evening,	there	was	a	meeting	similar	to	the	ones	we	had	at	Friday	night	except	with	louder	music,	a	cooler	band	and	smoke	machines.	Then	we’d	get	the	




to	go	back	to	the	room	and	down	the	rest	of	the	vodka,	but	I	knew	she	wouldn’t	speak	to	me	if	I	did.	As	the	music	died	down	and	everyone	started	to	talk,	I	went	over	and	waited	at	the	door	for	her.	Nearly	everyone	I	knew	came	out	first	and	asked	me	if	I	was	all	right.	Then	when	she	did	come,	she	was	still	with	that	guy.		 “Lena,”	I	said,	and	smiled	when	she	turned	to	me.		 She	looked	over	at	me,	but	didn’t	smile.	She	turned	to	the	other	guy	and	said,	“I’ll	see	you	for	a	coffee.”	Then	she	came	over	to	me.			 	I	was	so	glad	to	be	near	her	again	that	I	almost	forget	to	be	angry	and	upset.	We	walked	away	from	all	the	people	and	found	a	quiet	spot	behind	the	main	building	that	looked	over	a	garden.	We	stood	near	a	wall	that	had	trellises	running	up	it	filled	with	climbing	roses.			 “Who’s	the	guy?”	I	said.		 Her	arms	were	crossed.	“What	do	you	wanna	talk	to	me	about?”			 I	walked	closer	to	her	and	put	my	hand	on	her	shoulder.	“I	thought	we	were	together?”		 “I’ve	got	a	boyfriend,	Andy.”	She	shrugged	my	arm	off	her	shoulder.		 “You	slept	with	me.	I	met	your	mum.”			 She	unfolded	her	arms	and	looked	over	toward	the	garden.	“I’m	sorry.”	I	reached	out	and	took	her	hands	in	mine.	“I	love	you.”	She	didn’t	pull	away.		“I	like	you	too,	but	the	drinking…”	She	looked	down.		 I	put	my	arms	around	her	waist,	she	put	hers	around	my	neck	and	looked	up	and	gave	me	a	slight	smile.	We	hugged.	Her	perfume	was	there	again:	sweet,	floral,	beautiful.	I	kissed	her	and	she	kissed	me	back.	I	kissed	her	again,	longer	and	softer,	but	after	a	few	seconds	she	pulled	away.		 “I	can’t.”		 We	stood	apart,	but	still	holding	one	hand.	The	hand	that	had	touched	my	chest	at	the	party.		 I	went	to	speak,	but	there	was	nothing	to	say.		 “I’ve	gotta	go,”	she	said.			 Her	hand	slipped	out	of	mine	and	she	walked	away.		 I	took	a	cigarette	out	and	smoked	it	in	deep	drags	before	lighting	another.	
Bitch.	I	grabbed	at	the	trellis,	yanked	it	from	the	wall,	and	threw	it	down.	I	jumped	on	it	and	kicked	it,	destroying	the	flowers.	
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wood.	But	the	panelling	on	the	walls	made	it	feel	enclosed	and	I	felt	everyone’s	eyes	on	me	as	I	walked	in.	I	saw	Lena	at	a	table	with	that	guy.	They	were	sat	with	another	couple	and	all	four	were	laughing.	I	watched,	as	she	looked	at	him	and	listened	to	him	speak.	Her	smile.	Her	hand	on	his.	She	wasn’t	thinking	of	me.	I	stared,	waiting	for	her	to	turn	around	and	look	at	me.	Then	I	felt	a	hand	on	my	shoulder	pulling	me	backward.		 “What’s	going	on?”	Michael	said.	His	brow	was	wrinkled	and	eyes	wide.			 “Leave	me	alone.”		 He	looked	down	at	the	bottle	and	grabbed	it	from	my	hand.	“Come	on.”			 His	arm	was	around	my	back	and	he	was	pushing	me	forward.	I	went	with	him,	but	not	out	of	obedience.	I	knew	I	couldn’t	be	there.	I	couldn’t	watch	her	any	longer.	There	was	nothing	I	could	do.		 “What	are	you	thinking?”	he	said.		I	shrugged.	I	expected	anger,	but	he	was	quiet	and	calm.	We	walked	into	the	leaders’	room	and	he	sat	me	down.	“Coffee?”	I	nodded.	My	eyes	were	still	wet	with	tears,	so	I	wiped	them	with	my	sleeve.	My	legs	were	shaking.	He	brought	the	coffee	in	and	sat	across	from	me.		“You	know	we’ll	have	to	send	you	home.”	I	nodded	and	took	a	sip.	“Do	you	want	to	talk?”	I	shook	my	head.	“Can	I	pray	for	you?”	“I’m	fine.”	I	wanted	to	go	that	instant.		After	the	coffee,	he	took	me	to	pack	my	things	and	wouldn’t	let	me	say	goodbye	to	anyone.	I	knew	then	that	I	wasn’t	going	back	to	Youth	or	camp	or	church.	It	wasn’t	working.	It	wasn’t	me	anymore.		 	
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Chap	4		Walking	through	the	village	on	an	early,	quiet	morning	was	invigorating.	It	was	summer,	six	a.m.	and	the	sun	was	just	coming	up.	The	sound	of	birds	chattering	and	my	trainers	crunching	the	gravel	on	the	path	were	all	that	I	could	hear.	As	I	neared	the	bakery,	the	smell	of	fresh	bread	became	stronger	until	it	enveloped	me.	I	stretched	on	my	hairnet,	pulled	my	white	baker’s	shirt	over	my	head	and	went	in.		 “Don’t	just	stand	there,	get	some	work	done,”	said	John,	the	owner,	his	gold	medallion	twinkling	in	the	mess	of	black	hairs	at	the	neck	of	his	shirt.		 “What	should	I	start	on?”		 “If	you	don’t	know	by	now,	you	might	as	well	piss	off	home.”	He	wiped	the	sweat	off	his	brow	with	his	forearm,	then	pushed	his	swollen	stomach	out	and	said,	“Go	and	pack	the	pizza	bases,”	and	waved	me	away.		 I’d	been	at	the	bakery	two	weeks	and	wasn’t	enjoying	my	first	taste	of	working	life.	There	were	no	scheduled	breaks	and	if	I	went	and	ate	a	sandwich	for	more	than	ten	minutes	John	sent	someone	looking	for	me.	The	only	thing	I	had	to	look	forward	to	was	catching	up	with	my	mate	Danny	who	was	coming	to	the	bakery	on	work	experience.		 But	it	wasn’t	much	better	when	Danny	did	come,	as	he	just	talked	and	messed	around.		“Should	have	seen	Miss	Fogarty	trying	to	catch	us	on	games.	Proper	stressed	her	out,	she	was	running—”		 “Get	working.	John’ll	be	round.”		 “Chill	out.	Here,	have	a	pizza.”	Danny	threw	a	base,	but	I	ducked	and	it	hit	the	floor.		 “Oi!	Who’s	gonna	pay	for	that,	eh?”	John	walked	towards	us.	“Stop	screwing	around	or	you	can	forget	fag	breaks.”		 I	was	glad	when	Friday	came	around,	as	it	was	Danny’s	last	day.	We	were	working	away	on	the	heat	sealers	as	usual	and	singing	along	to	the	radio	–	“Cruising	down	the	freeway	in	the	hot,	hot	sun.	How	bizarre,	how	bizarre”–	when	we	decided	to	go	for	a	fag	break.			 We	walked	through	the	plastic	strip	curtains	into	the	sun,	brushed	the	flour	from	our	clothes	and	went	into	the	smoking	shed.	As	soon	as	we’d	lit	up,	Danny	leant	over	the	table	and	said,	“Did	you	see	that?”	
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	 “What?”			 “On	the	side	in	the	cooling	area?”		 I	shrugged.		 “That	fat	knob’s	wallet.	Just	sat	there.”		 I	shook	my	head	and	leant	back.	“I’ve	gotta	work	here.”		 “Loads	of	people	walk	through	there.”	I	stubbed	my	cigarette	out.	“It’s	not	worth	it,”	I	said.		 We	walked	back	into	the	bakery	and	past	the	wallet.	It	was	still	sat	there,	untouched.	We	got	back	to	our	machines	and	carried	on	working.	Every	time	we	pulled	down	the	handle	on	the	machine	it	buzzed	and	we	slid	the	packet	off	the	side	into	a	plastic	tray.	Down,	buzz,	slide.	Down,	buzz,	slide.	Little	wisps	of	smoke	floated	up	to	our	noses	from	the	melted	plastic,	smelling	like	burning	tires.	Every	now	and	again	the	heated	wire	would	snap	and	need	replacing.	Danny	pulled	down	the	handle,	it	buzzed,	but	when	he	lifted	it	back	up	the	wire	was	stuck	to	the	pack	and	it	was	unsealed.	He	pushed	the	machine	and	said,	“Screw	this,	I’m	going	for	it.”		 Before	I	could	say	no,	he’d	gone.	There	was	no	one	around	and	the	place	was	quiet.	Even	the	radio	had	been	switched	off.	I	stopped	working	and	listened.	I	could	hear	the	cars	on	the	main	road	outside,	but	nothing	else.	I	went	back	to	sealing	the	packs	of	pizzas.	But	then	I	heard	footsteps	and	stopped.	They	were	confident	strides.	I	was	sure	it	was	John.	I	looked	around	the	corner,	but	couldn’t	see	anyone,	so	I	got	back	to	work.	Then	I	heard	the	swish	of	the	plastic	curtains	and	prayed	it	was	Danny.		 As	he	walked	over	to	me,	he	pulled	something	out	of	his	pocket	and	smiled.	“Let’s	go,”	he	said,	and	waved	the	wad	of	twenties	in	my	face.		 “I’ve	gotta	wait	for	John.”			 “Well	I’m	not	getting	caught,”	he	said,	and	walked	out.		 I	stood	at	the	machine	not	knowing	what	to	do.	I	thought	John	would	think	it	was	me	either	way,	so	I	caught	up	with	Danny	and	followed	him	out	of	the	bakery	and	down	into	the	park.	We	stopped	at	the	bowling	green	and	sat	on	the	benches.		 Danny	slapped	his	palm	with	the	money.		 I	took	it	and	counted	out	a	hundred	pounds.	“You	thieving	git.”	 		 “Beer?”	Danny	said.	
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	“And	on	behalf	of	everyone	at	Camp	Hoblitzelle,	I’d	like	to	say	a	big	thank	you	for	all	you’ve	done	for	us,”	he	said,	and	shut	the	door.	I	walked	from	the	office	in	a	bubble.	My	feet	hitting	the	ground	shook	my	body,	but	I	heard	nothing.	I	started	to	cry.	Inside	the	box	were	several	T-shirts	that	all	said	Camp	Hoblitzelle	on	in	different	designs.	I	picked	them	out	one	by	one,	and	dropped	them	onto	the	grass	on	the	way	towards	the	dorm.	Cheryl	saw	me	and	came	running	over.	“What	happened?”	She	looked	at	the	trail	of	T-shirts	behind	me,	from	them	to	me,	and	back	again.	I	didn’t	have	to	tell	her.	She	looked	down	and	kicked	the	grass.	“What	about	me?”	“I’ll	put	you	in	my	rucksack,	no	problem,”	I	said,	and	laughed.	“I	wish	you	could.”	She	smiled	then	took	my	hand.	We	hugged.	She	walked	me	back	to	my	dorm,	then	went	to	teach	a	class.	At	the	dorm,	I	shook	off	my	upset	and	started	thinking	of	home.	I	called	my	parents	and	told	them	I’d	messed	up.	There	was	no	anger	in	their	voices,	just	disappointment.	That	made	it	worse.	I	could	have	stayed	in	America	for	another	month	on	my	visa,	which	I’d	planned	to	use	to	travel,	but	instead	I	was	going	back	home	early.	Later,	Raf	told	me	that	Chad	had	got	the	munchies	after	we	got	high,	broken	into	the	kitchen,	and	stolen	a	five-litre	tub	of	ice-cream.	The	cooking	staff	found	him	sat	in	the	middle	of	the	floor	eating	chocolate	chip	with	his	hands.	We’d	never	have	got	caught	otherwise.		 The	next	two	days	passed	in	a	blur,	and	I	spent	every	minute	I	could	with	Cheryl.	On	the	night	before	I	left,	we	had	one	last	game	of	pool	in	the	rec.	Cheryl	won,	but	she	didn’t	celebrate.	I	took	her	hands	and	pulled	her	close	to	me.	I	kissed	her	and	tasted	a	tear	on	her	lips.		 “I’m	really	gonna	miss	you,”	she	said,	and	put	her	head	on	my	chest.	I	hugged	her.		 We	walked	outside	onto	the	veranda	and	sat	against	the	wall	overlooking	the	camp.	Street	lamps	lined	the	sides	of	the	roads	and	tracks,	that	weaved	through	the	camp.	All	the	buildings	were	lit	up,	but	the	surrounding	countryside	was	black.	I	wasn’t	cold,	but	I	felt	a	shiver	down	my	spine.	The	stars	filled	the	sky,	and	I	looked	up	and	tried	to	lose	myself	in	them	like	when	we	sat	in	the	tennis	court.	But	
	 121	
I	felt	grounded	by	the	weight	in	my	stomach.	My	head	swam	with	thoughts	of	home	and	how	when	I	was	back	I	could	drink	these	feelings	away.		 “Will	you	come	and	visit	me?”	she	said,	her	head	still	on	my	chest.		 “I	want	to,”	I	said,	but	I	wanted	to	let	her	go.	It	was	too	much.		 “I’ll	be	heartbroken	when	you	leave.”		 I	went	to	speak,	but	couldn’t.			 “I’ll	always	remember	this	as	the	best	summer	I’ve	ever	had.”	She	turned	her	face	into	my	shoulder.		 “I’m	sorry,”	I	said,	and	I	was.	Sorry	for	hurting	her,	sorry	I’d	never	see	her	again,	and	sorry	that	I’d	dragged	her	into	my	mess.		 “I	wish	we	had	more	time	together,”	she	said,	and	closed	her	eyes	and	snuggled	into	me.	I	held	her,	and	looked	out	over	the	grounds.	The	night	was	still	and	quiet,	except	for	the	clicks	and	rattles	of	the	insects.	The	air	was	soft	and	warm.	In	the	far	distance,	I	could	see	the	lake.	A	black,	flat	mass	surrounded	by	buildings	and	the	forest	dark	and	forbidding	behind	it.	In	front,	stood	the	amphitheatre	with	the	large	white	cross	at	its	centre.	The	cross	was	lit	at	its	base	and	it	glowed	iridescent	against	the	deep	black	of	the	lake’s	water.		 	
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and	through	a	valve	that	was	unyielding.	I	pushed	through	and	was	released	onto	the	couch	that	sucked	me	in	like	the	last	flick	of	spaghetti	into	the	O	of	pursed	lips.		 As	a	boy	of	eleven,	holidaying	in	Devon	with	my	parents,	I	slipped	off	a	ledge	at	high	tide	and	into	deep	water.	Not	expecting	such	depth,	my	casual	plunge	sunk	me	several	feet	over	my	head	and	the	spasm	of	my	lungs	sucked	in	the	salty	water.	Instant	panic	hit	my	gut,	but	my	body	wouldn’t	respond.	I	lolled	in	the	undercurrent	with	the	light	of	day	fading	above	me.	Pressure	under	my	armpits	raised	me	up	and	out.	A	woman	pulled	me	back	onto	the	ledge,	scraping	the	skin	of	my	stomach	on	the	rock.		 I	didn’t	even	see	the	ledge	this	time.	I’d	jumped	off	with	that	same	casual	attitude	and	found	myself	unable	to	swim	to	safety.	I	was	in	so	deep,	so	quickly.	Fear	grabbed	me	with	two	fists	curled	into	the	front	of	my	shirt.	It	was	the	same	fear	you	have	when	you’ve	swum	too	far	out	and	don’t	think	you	can	make	it	back	to	shore.	And	no	one	is	there	to	signal	for	help.	It’s	the	fear	that	causes	involuntary	urination	and	the	demobilisation	of	all	your	limbs.	What	scared	me	the	most,	was	my	inability	to	move	my	mouth.	I	tried	to	speak	and	vocalise	my	fear	and	frustration	in	the	hope	I	wasn’t	too	far	out	to	get	back	to	safety.	But	my	mouth	wouldn’t	move	and	I	couldn’t	talk.		I	couldn’t	talk.		I	could	not	talk.		I	have	a	phobia	of	walking	on	piers	with	gaps	in	the	boards	showing	the	water	beneath.	I	rarely	go	on	boats.	I	love	the	coast,	especially	beaches,	but	it’s	the	impenetrable	dark	of	deep	water	and	its	mysterious	currents	that	strike	fear	into	me.	 When	I	was	six,	my	uncle	went	missing	off	the	coast	of	the	Isle	of	Man	while	out	sailing.	He	was	gone	for	six	weeks,	before	his	body	washed	up	on	a	Scottish	beach.	His	boat	had	sunk,	after	hitting	floating	debris.	Now	I	was	sinking.	Water	filled	my	lungs	and	no	sound	would	come	from	my	mouth.	Nothing	would	hold	still.	Not	the	floor,	not	my	line	of	sight,	not	the	TV	or	the	fireplace,	not	thoughts	or	images.	I	was	a	new-born	calf	flailing	around.	I	stumbled	to	the	floor.	I	felt	myself	welling	up,	but	tears	couldn’t	crack	my	porcelain	face.	I	was	scared	for	my	life	and	my	only	hope	was	seeing	Jim	and	his	cousin	soon.	
	 133	
	 I	heard	a	knock	like	it	was	far	off	or	in	a	dream.	I	dragged	myself	off	the	couch	and	forced	my	numb	body	towards	the	door	and	opened	it.	Jim’s	face	and	that	of	his	cousin	were	huge	and	carnivalistic,	with	wide	smiles	and	round	heads.	I	stared.	I	still	couldn’t	speak.	I	tried,	but	my	lips	slowly	bumped	into	one	another	while	my	face	made	no	expression.	What	if	I’ve	had	a	stroke?		 “What’s	up,	fella?”	Jim	said,	staring	into	my	face.		 Help	me!	I	said	with	my	eyes.		 He	turned	to	his	cousin	and	said,	“He’s	messed	up.	Looks	like	Lurch.”		He	turned	back	to	me	and	said,	“What	you	had?”	I	tried	to	speak,	but	still	nothing	came.		 Jim’s	cousin	said,	“Seen	people	like	this	on	ket.	Bet	he’s	a	million	miles	away.”		 I	took	the	third	pink	pill	out	of	my	pocket	and	held	it	out.	Jim	took	it	and	looked	closely.	“Look	at	the	brown	flecks	of	smack.	You’re	gouching,	big	time.”			 	“Let’s	get	off,”	his	cousin	said.	“I	don’t	wanna	be	here	with	him	like	that.	Not	with	all	this.”	He	patted	his	pocket.	“Don’t	stress.	We’re	going	now,”	Jim	said.		 Jim	turned	to	me.	“We’re	off	down	to	mine	for	summat	to	eat.	We’ll	come	back	in	a	bit.”		 I	was	screaming	at	him,	don’t	go,	I	need	your	help,	just	wait	here	till	I	feel	
better,	please!	But	it	was	all	inside	my	head,	he	couldn’t	hear	any	of	it.		 They	started	walking	down	the	street,	but	Jim	turned	around	and	saw	me	standing	in	the	doorway.	“It’ll	wear	off	in	a	bit.	Get	inside.”		 Please	stay,	please	stay,	please	stay,	I	said,	but	my	anaesthetised	mouth	didn’t	move.	I	turned,	and	went	back	into	the	house.	I	was	alone.	I	was	trapped.			 	I	waited	and	waited,	but	instead	of	getting	sober,	I	got	worse.	My	whole	body	was	becoming	useless.	I	couldn’t	stay	in	the	house	any	longer.	I	knew	I	had	to	get	help,	but	I	couldn’t	call	an	ambulance.	I	was	terrified	of	what	could	happen.	Jim	had	seen	heroin	in	the	pills	and	his	cousin	mentioned	ketamine.	They	could	be	fatal	and	time	was	running	out,	so	I	decided	to	go	and	find	help.	I	got	out	of	the	front	door	by	clinging	to	the	wall	and	then	the	drainpipe.	I	stepped	down	onto	the	driveway	and	noticed	I	had	no	shoes.	There	was	no	way	I	
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could	put	shoes	on,	so	I	kept	going	holding	onto	cars,	hedges	and	walls.	Sweat	stuck	my	shirt	to	me,	but	I	felt	cold.	I	was	heading	to	Jim’s.	I	didn’t	know	where	else	to	go	in	that	state.	Even	fearing	I	may	die,	I	didn’t	want	the	neighbours	involved.	It	took	a	long	time	to	get	to	the	bottom	of	the	street.	There	was	no	way	I	could	get	to	Jim’s	house	two	streets	away.	My	vision	was	cloudy	and	I	wanted	to	sleep.	I	couldn’t	carry	on.	I	found	a	wall	and	leant	against	it.	But	my	legs	weakened	and	lost	sensation.	I	slipped	to	the	floor.	I	knew	my	face	was	in	gravel,	but	there	was	no	pain.		
Someone	will	find	me,	I	thought,	and	let	myself	go.			I	heard	voices	coming	towards	me.		“Who’s	that	on	the	floor.”	 								“Dunno.”																														“Let’s	check.”	 “He	looks	terrible.”					“Is	it...”	 															“It’s	Andy.”		 	 	 		Then	they	surrounded	me.	“What’s	wrong?	Can	you	hear	me?”		I	couldn’t	speak,	get	up,	move	my	arm,	nothing.	But	I	made	a	groan	as	loud	as	I	could,	and	hoped	it	was	enough.	“He’s	soaked	with	sweat.	Let’s	get	him	home.”	I	felt	tugging	and	pulling	in	my	arms.	They	were	carrying	me.	I	was	chainmail	–	heavy,	cumbersome	and	limp.	They	dragged	me	back	to	the	house	and	flopped	me	onto	the	bench	in	the	back	garden.	People	were	milling	around,	panicking.		 “Should	we	call	an	ambulance?”		 “Let’s	call	Michael.”		 I	felt	safer	then.	People	were	helping	me.	I	thought	I’d	be	all	right.	The	bench	was	hard	and	I	couldn’t	move,	but	help	was	coming.		 Lights,	the	sound	of	an	engine	approaching	at	speed,	a	car	door	slamming.	
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	 “Andy,	can	you	hear	me?	It’s	Michael.	I’m	gonna	help.”	He	was	knelt	beside	me	with	his	hand	on	my	head.	“Can	you	open	your	eyes?	Can	you	tell	me	what’s	wrong?”	He	pulled	back	my	eyelids	and	I	tried	to	hold	them	open.	I	groaned	again.	“I’m	calling	an	ambulance.”	He	stood	up,	but	he	was	still	close.		 “Ambulance,	please.”		 “No,	a	young	man.”		 “Andy.”		 “He’s	unconscious.”		 “He	stinks	of	booze,	but	I	don’t	know.”		 “I’ll	try	and	ask.”		 He	knelt	down	again	and	pulled	me	up	into	a	seated	position.	“How	much	have	you	drunk?”		I	couldn’t	answer.			 “He	can’t	answer,	just	get	an	ambulance	here.”		 “Water.	Okay.”		 I	felt	his	hands	in	my	pockets.	My	keys.	A	few	minutes	later	they	came	back	with	water	and	lifted	it	to	my	mouth.	“Here,	drink	some	of	this,	it’ll	help.”	I	managed	a	few	sips	and	Michael	said,	“Let’s	get	you	walking	a	bit.”	He	pulled	me	up	with	help	from	someone	else	and,	with	my	arms	over	their	shoulders,	they	walked	me	up	and	down.	“He’s	had	water	and	he’s	moving.	The	house	is	full	of	booze.	I	don’t	know.”	“What	else	have	you	had?”	I	nodded	and	groaned.	“What	have	you	had?”	I	pulled	at	my	pocket.	They	kept	putting	the	glass	of	water	up	to	my	lips	every	couple	of	minutes	and	pushing	me	to	walk.	“I’ve	found	a	pink	tablet.”	“It’s	not	medicine.	It’s	big	and	grainy.”	I	could	hear	sirens.	“Yes,	they’re	here	now.”		The	sirens	got	closer	and	closer,	until	an	ambulance	drove	up	the	driveway	and	the	crew	got	out.	I	was	put	back	down	onto	the	bench	and	sat	upright.	Two	
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	 I	stared	at	the	wall.	I	think	I	need	a	drink.		 He	sighed	and	sat	up.	“The	last	time	I	saw	you,	you’d	had	that	accident.	What	happened?”		 I	pulled	myself	up	in	the	chair.	“It	was	nothing.	Just	stress.”	
Just	tell	me	what’s	wrong	and	how	to	fix	it.		 “Do	you	feel	like	that	today?”	










needed	more.	Always	more.	So	I	drank.	I	smoked.	I	took	codeine.	I	kept	repeating	the	pattern	until	it	was	early	evening,	then	left	the	house.	I	wanted	to	be	gone	by	the	time	my	parents	got	back	from	work.		 I	sat	in	the	park	and	finished	the	bottle	of	brandy	and	the	codeine.	It	was	winter,	but	I	was	wearing	only	my	jeans	and	a	T-shirt.	I	couldn’t	feel	the	cold.	I	lit	a	cigarette	and	headed	to	the	pub.		 It	was	two-for-one	on	spirits,	so	I	ordered	a	quadruple	gin	with	ice.	I	sat	at	the	bar	and	drank	my	booze,	hoping	no	one	would	talk	to	me.	I	lit	a	cigarette	and	ordered	another	quad	gin.	The	barmaid	paused	and	looked	at	me	for	a	minute,	but	then	made	the	drink.	I	ignored	her	and	looked	at	the	bottles	behind	the	bar,	moving	my	head	from	side	to	side.	The	bottles	moved	around	and	bounced	up	and	down.	I	slipped	off	my	stool	and	headed	to	the	toilet.	Everything	was	bouncing	before	my	eyes	–	the	red	carpet,	the	wooden	furniture,	the	shiny	brass	bar.	I	made	my	way	there	by	hanging	onto	the	backs	of	chairs	for	support.		 When	I	got	back	to	my	seat,	I	ordered	the	same	again,	but	that	time	the	barmaid	hesitated.	She	put	her	hand	on	her	hip	and	said,	“Last	one,	okay?”	She	put	the	gin	down	and	I	picked	it	up	and	downed	it.		“Another,”	I	said,	and	held	the	glass	towards	her.		 She	shook	her	head	and	turned	away,	then	went	to	serve	someone	at	the	other	end	of	the	bar.		 I	stumbled	off	my	stool	and	got	ready	to	leave.	I	picked	up	the	glass	and	threw	it	at	the	bar.	It	shattered,	and	pieces	spread	across	the	wooden	top	and	down	onto	the	floor.	I	turned	to	leave,	as	a	couple	of	guys	stepped	off	their	stools	and	shouted	after	me.		 It	was	dark	and	cars	were	going	past	in	streaks	of	blurred	light	and	sound.	I	stumbled	into	the	road	and	heard	horns	get	loud	then	die	out.	I	found	the	pavement	again	and	watched	my	feet	walk	one	step	at	a	time.	I	ended	up	at	the	shop	standing	in	front	of	the	booze	shelf	trying	to	read	bottles,	but	nothing	would	hold	still.	I	stuck	my	hand	out	to	grab	something,	but	there	was	nothing	there.	I	took	a	step	and	tried	again.	I	felt	something	and	tried	to	grab	it.	I	heard	the	chink	of	glass	bottles,	but	I	couldn’t	grip	them.			 “Looks	like	you’ve	had	enough	already.”	A	guy	was	stood	next	to	me.	He	smiled.		 I	shook	my	head	and	he	laughed.	
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	 “What	you	after?”		 “Thunderbird.”		 He	handed	me	a	bottle.		 I	walked	to	the	bus	shelter	and	sat	down.	I	opened	the	bottle	and	took	a	long	drink.	I	lit	a	cigarette	and	leaned	back.	There	was	still	no	overthinking	in	my	mind	and	the	pressure	in	my	chest	hadn’t	returned.	But	in	my	stomach,	the	clot	was	there.	The	heavy	weight	of	guilt,	or	fear,	or	something,	was	sat	in	my	gut	and	wouldn’t	go.	I	tried	to	drown	it	with	booze	and	soften	it	with	codeine,	but	it	persisted.	Then	I	remembered	the	zimovane	in	my	pocket.	I	pulled	them	out	and	swallowed	them.	Nothing	can	beat	oblivion.	I	wanted	all	my	feelings	to	go.	I	wanted	to	be	numb.	I	wanted	to	be	unconscious.	I	got	to	my	feet	and	started	walking	again.	I	drank.	I	walked.	I	smoked.	I	walked	and	drank	until	the	streetlights	ran	out	and	the	bottle	was	empty.		 I	was	stood	at	the	bottom	of	Lee	Lane.	It	curved	round	in	front	of	me.	A	dark	tunnel	of	a	road	with	thick	skeletal	bushes	on	either	side.	I	started	to	walk	along	the	road,	leaving	the	lights	of	the	village	behind	me	and	going	further	into	the	darkness.	As	I	passed	the	first	corner,	I	felt	the	quiet	of	the	dark	and	deserted	place.	My	body	was	beginning	to	feel	limp.	My	eyelids	were	heavy,	and	I	couldn’t	keep	them	open.	I	walked	a	little	further	until	I	felt	too	tired	to	go	on.	I	wanted	to	sleep.	I	was	free	of	the	pressure	and	pain	and	panic,	but	I	needed	to	rest.	I	looked	for	a	place	to	sit.	At	the	side	of	the	road,	I	shuffled	next	to	the	hedges	and	leant	back.	I	thought	I	was	safe,	but	I	was	still	on	the	road.	My	head	lolled	forward	and	I	couldn’t	keep	it	up.	I	lay	back	onto	the	ground	and	stretched	out	my	legs.	Cars	were	swerving	past	me,	but	I	thought	they	were	nowhere	near	me.	It	started	to	snow.	I	looked	up	into	the	sky	and	watched	the	flakes	float	down	onto	my	face.	I	closed	my	eyes.	Peace.	Quiet.	Calm.	I	opened	them	again	and	everything	was	beautiful.	The	snow	looked	white	and	clean.	It	was	quiet.	I	felt	calm.	The	pressure	in	my	chest	was	gone.	The	weight	in	my	stomach	was	gone.	My	mind	was	silent.	I	felt	nothing.	I	was	numb.	I	was	free.	I	let	myself	relax.	I	let	myself	sleep.	I	let	myself	go.		 	
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Chap	8		I	lay	there	unconscious,	unmoving.	The	snow	fell	heavier	and	heavier,	blanketing	the	ground,	hiding	my	body.	With	the	snow,	came	stillness	and	quiet.	The	temperature	fell	and	the	snowflakes	grew	larger,	filling	the	sky.	Passing	cars	got	closer	and	closer,	seeing	my	body	only	seconds	before	swerving	out	of	the	way.	None	of	them	stopped.	Not	one	driver	got	out	to	help.	But	then	two	men	started	to	walk	towards	the	road	and	around	the	corner.	They	put	up	their	hands	to	stop	the	traffic,	as	they	picked	me	up	off	the	road.	Both	of	them	took	an	arm	around	their	shoulders	and	dragged	me	from	Lee	Lane	to	the	other	side	of	the	road	and	made	their	way	towards	my	estate.	They	carried	me	up	my	street	and	directly	to	my	house.	They	knocked	on	the	front	door	and	were	greeted	by	my	mum.			 “Is	that	Andy?	What’s	happened?”	my	mum	said.			 They	smiled,	nodded,	but	didn’t	speak.	My	mum	stepped	aside	for	them	to	come	in	and	they	laid	me	on	the	couch.	She	covered	me	in	a	blanket	and	checked	I	was	breathing.			 “Where	was	he?”	my	mum	said,	but	they	were	already	outside	the	door.		 They	stopped	and	turned	around.	“Lee	Lane.	Cars	were	swerving	around	him,”	one	of	them	said,	then	they	turned	and	walked	down	the	street.		 “How	did	you	know	where	he	lived?”	my	mum	said,	but	they	carried	on	walking	until	they	were	out	of	sight.		I	woke	up	on	the	couch	fully	dressed.	I	even	had	my	shoes	on.	The	house	was	almost	silent,	but	I	could	sense	someone.	I	opened	my	eyes	to	see	my	parents	stood	over	me.		 “You’re	lucky	you	can	open	your	eyes	this	morning.	You	should	be	dead,”	my	dad	said.		 My	mum	cried	and	touched	my	head.		 My	dad	hugged	her.	“You’re	making	your	mother	ill.	It	has	to	stop,”	he	said.		 I	stared	at	them.	My	head	was	pounding.	My	mouth	was	dry.	My	memory	blank.	I	searched	for	fragments	from	the	day	before.	Booze,	pills,	pub,	but	then	
what?		“What	happened?”	I	said.	My	voice	was	gravel.		 “You	got	blind	drunk	and	decided	to	sleep	in	the	road.”		
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	 Then	everything	speeded	up.	People	came	from	all	over	and	surrounded	me.	They	spoke	too	fast	to	hear.	They	moved	so	quickly	that	all	I	saw	were	floating	heads	asking	me	questions.		“You	took	four	yellow	pills?”			 	 	 	 	 	 	 “Were	they	yellow	pills?”		 “Yellow	pills?”			 “How	many	yellow	pills?”			“Yellow	pills.	Yellow	pills,	yellow	pills…”			 My	heart	was	beating	faster	and	faster	and	the	voices	wouldn’t	stop.	My	eyes	were	too	wide	and	letting	too	much	light	in.	I	was	cold,	so	cold	that	I	shivered	and	I	clenched	my	teeth	to	stop	them	chattering.	I	blinked	and	blinked	to	focus	more	clearly,	and	curled	my	toes	and	stretched	my	legs,	but	I	was	overwhelmed	by	the	surges	in	my	body.	I	stretched	my	jaw	wide	and	arched	my	neck.	My	heart	was	beating	saying	yel-low,	yel-low,	yel-low,	yel-low	yel-low	and	I	wanted	to	get	away	or	sleep.	My	eyes	rolled	back	into	my	head	and	all	I	could	see	was	blackness.		 The	nurse	came	and	drew	something	up	into	a	syringe	and	held	up	her	hand	and	said,	“Don’t	worry,	this	will	help	you	relax.”	I	watched	the	nurse	push	the	needle	into	the	cannula	and	squeeze.	The	tightness	in	my	body	relented	and	softened.	My	legs	disappeared,	then	my	waist	and	stomach.	My	sight	blurred	and	swam.	The	heads	of	the	nurses	and	doctors	left	their	bodies	and	spun	around	in	circles	before	my	face.	Then	my	chest	and	arms	went	and	I	was	just	a	head	on	a	pillow.	I	could	still	hear	and	think,	but	my	body	was	gone,	sinking	into	the	bed,	deep	into	nothingness.	I	breathed	out	one	last	time	and	my	mind	whirred	to	a	stop,	my	eyelids	dropped	and	I	was	gone.			
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When	I	woke	up,	I	kept	my	eyes	shut	for	a	few	minutes.	I	couldn’t	remember	where	I	was	or	how	I	got	there,	but	I	could	hear	beeps	and	the	rattle	of	trolleys	being	wheeled	around	in	the	distance.	Then	I	focused	in	on	the	sound	of	soft	shoes	walking	between	beds	followed	by	short	chitchat.	I	felt	safe,	so	I	opened	my	eyes.	They	stung	and	hurt.	I	opened	my	mouth	and	stretched,	but	my	jaw	was	stiff	and	painful.	My	teeth	were	on	edge.	I	lifted	my	head	and	swallowed.	More	pain.	More	stiffness.	As	I	came	around,	I	felt	the	aching	throughout	my	body.	The	hospital,	the	





The	line	went	quiet.	I	could	just	hear	his	breathing.	But	in	that	breathing,	he	was	figuring	things	out.	He	was	coming	to	terms	with	it.	He	knew.	“I’ll	be	there	in	an	hour.”	I	saw	him	arrive	and	come	to	the	door	of	the	ward.	He	smiled	and	nodded	at	me.	The	nurse	went	over	and	they	spoke	for	a	few	minutes.	He	nodded	and	raised	his	eyebrows	and	put	his	hands	in	his	pockets.	Then	he	walked	towards	me.	He	walked	slower	now.	The	weight	of	what	the	nurse	had	said	lying	heavy	on	him.	He	stood	and	looked	and	me.	He	smiled	with	one	side	of	his	mouth	and	said,	“Come	on,	we’d	better	get	you	back.”	I	followed	him	out	of	the	ward,	down	the	corridors	and	into	the	grey	daylight.	My	stomach	seized	up.	I	felt	sick.	I	felt	heavy	and	stiff	from	my	shoulders	down	to	my	feet.	My	chest	tightened	and	I	couldn’t	get	my	breath.	I	grabbed	the	wall	before	falling.	Dave	turned	around	and	saw	me.	“Here,”	he	said,	and	put	his	arm	around	my	waist	and	helped	me	walk.	We	sat	in	silence	for	the	whole	journey.	There	was	nothing	to	say.	Dave	kept	his	eyes	on	the	road	in	front.	They	were	red	and	puffy.	When	we	got	back,	he	sat	me	down	in	the	living	room	and	covered	me	with	a	blanket.	Marie	came	in	and	she	shared	a	smile	with	Dave,	then	turned	and	smiled	at	me.	She	knew.	“Make	him	a	tea,	will	you?”	he	said,	and	turned	to	leave.	Marie	nodded.	She	turned	to	me	and	rubbed	my	arm,	“Are	you	hungry?”	I	shook	my	head,	“Just	tea,	please.”		 	A	few	days	later,	Dave	came	over	to	me	after	work	and	said,	“I’ve	got	something	to	show	you.”	He	led	me	to	his	car	and	we	drove	through	the	town	and	stopped	outside	the	supermarket,	facing	the	door.	He	turned	off	the	engine	and	looked	at	me.		 “How	old	do	you	think	I	am?”	he	said.		 “Fifty?”	I	said.		 He	laughed.	“Almost	sixty.”	He	looked	away	from	me	and	out	of	the	windscreen	towards	the	supermarket.	It	was	a	bright,	sunny	day	and	there	were	lots	of	people	going	in	and	out	of	the	shop.			 “Do	you	see	that	guy	sat	down	there?”	he	said,	not	moving	his	eyes	from	the	doorway.	He	pointed	to	the	side	of	the	supermarket,	just	past	the	trolleys.	I	looked	and	saw	an	old	guy	in	dirty	clothes.	His	jeans	were	too	big	for	him	and	his	coat	was	
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safe.	I	looked	out	onto	the	overgrown	area	behind	the	annex	and	everything	looked	normal.	There	were	no	footprints	or	any	signs	that	someone	had	been	there.	It	was	green	and	calm.	It	made	no	sense.		 I	sat	on	the	bed	and	sobbed.	The	same	thing	had	been	happening	night	after	night	for	weeks	and	I’d	not	slept	a	full	night	through.	I	leant	over	and	the	muscles	in	my	stomach	tensed	and	hurt.	I	was	heavy	and	numb.	I	lit	a	cigarette	and	smoked	it	in	quick,	deep	drags.	I	lit	another,	inhaling	the	smoke	as	deep	as	I	could	get	it.	It	helped	me.	It	relaxed	me.	I	took	a	long	drink	from	a	bottle	of	whisky	and	felt	the	warmth	spread	out	from	my	stomach	to	the	rest	of	my	body.	My	chest	was	tight.	My	heart	raced.	I	took	another	gulp.		 I	got	back	into	bed	and	leant	on	the	wall,	sipping	the	whisky	and	smoking	and	trying	to	get	my	breath	back.		Another	gulp	and	the	whisky	was	almost	empty.		 The	pain	in	my	stomach	eased.	My	chest	loosened.	I	drained	the	last	mouthful	from	the	bottle	and	breathed.	I	felt	better,	but	still	tired	from	the	disturbed	sleep,	so	I	let	myself	drift	off.		A	loud	knock	at	my	door	woke	me.	“Where	the	hell	have	you	been?”	Lee	said,	opening	the	door.		 I	sat	up	and	looked	at	him.		 “You’re	on	day	shift	and	you’re	late.”		 I	stood	up	and	tried	to	pull	on	my	work	trousers,	but	fell	back	onto	the	bed.	Lee	came	over	and	pulled	me	up.	“You	stink	of	booze,”	he	said,	and	helped	me	put	my	shoes	on.	He	pulled	a	T-shirt	over	my	head	and	walked	me	down	to	the	hostel.	Usually	when	I	did	something	stupid,	Tracy	said	things	like,	bless	him,	you	can't	
stay	mad	with	him	can	you?	He’s	just	so	cheeky	and	lovable,	but	that	day	I’d	crossed	a	line.		As	I	walked	in	the	door,	I	saw	Dave	stood	there	with	his	arms	folded	and	his	face	red.	Through	clenched	teeth	he	said,	“What	time	do	you	call	this?	I’ve	had	to	start	the	packed	lunches	for	you.”		 “Sorry,	I	overslept,”	I	said,	and	walked	over	to	the	counter	to	take	over.	I	picked	up	the	bread	knife	and	dropped	it.	As	I	bent	down	to	pick	it	up,	I	fell	backwards	onto	the	floor.	
	 169	














































































	 I	don’t	care	anymore.	I	can’t	care.	The	thudding	in	my	neck	made	it	difficult	to	swallow.		I	breathed	short	and	sharp.		 	 	 Short	and	sharp.	












































	Then	the	pressure	released,	and	I	was	weightless.	I	floated	in	a	sea	of	static.	I	tingled	in	every	hair	and	every	skin	cell.	I	took	a	breath	that	filled	my	lungs,	then	released	it.	My	lungs	felt	huge.	I	sucked	air	in	and	back	out.	In,	then	out.	In,	then	out.	In,	then	out.	My	chest	was	a	sail	filled	with	wind.		 I	breathed.		 I	breathed.		 I	breathed.	“Thank	you,	God.”	“Thank	you.”	I	moved	my	hands.	Then	my	feet.	My	arms.	My	legs.	I	was	still	there.	I	was	still	alive.	Even	more	alive.	The	hollowness	in	my	stomach	was	gone.	My	muscles	
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were	unclenched.	I	was	relaxed.	My	body	felt	strong.	My	body	felt	new.	My	body	felt	healthy.	I	lifted	my	hands	to	my	eyes	and	face,	they	were	soaked	in	tears.	There	was	no	shaking,	just	tingling.	A	fizz	of	energy	on	my	skin.	A	buzz	in	my	stomach.	My	chest	had	no	tightness,	it	was	loose	and	free	to	breathe.	My	head	was	light.	My	mind	free	of	thoughts.	I	felt	alive.	I	felt	new.	The	glow	of	light	started	to	fade	in	the	room,	but	the	warmth	and	comfort	remained.	The	room	fell	still,	silent,	and	dark.	I	didn’t	move	or	speak.	I	opened	my	eyes	and	it	was	dark.	It	was	the	middle	of	the	night.	The	extreme	heat	and	electricity	had	subsided	and	the	beat	in	my	chest	had	a	new	rhythm.	
Thump	thump		 thump	thump		 thump	thump		 thump	thump		The	room	was	now	back	to	normal.	No	bright	lights.	No	electricity.	No	presence	that	filled	it.	But	something	had	changed	in	me.	I	lay	back	on	the	pillow	and	smiled.		I	breathed	and	relaxed.			 Breathed	and	relaxed.		 Breathed	and	relaxed.		 Breathed.	
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Chap	12		I	woke	to	an	unusual	sound	coming	from	outside	my	window.	A	medley	of	tweets	and	taps.	I	walked	over	and	pulled	back	the	curtain.	Two	birds	were	walking	along	the	ledge	squawking	at	each	other.	They	communicated	with	judders	and	tilts	of	their	heads,	then	flew	up	into	one	of	the	trees	together.	I	followed	them	as	they	flitted	from	branch	to	branch.	Then	watched,	as	they	ducked	under	and	over	green	leaves	that	the	sun	was	peeking	through.	I	leaned	on	the	inner	ledge	and	looked	from	the	overgrown	bushes	under	the	trees	to	the	canopy	of	leaves	up	above.	Everything	was	vivid	greens	and	soft	browns.	The	sun	was	high	and	bright	and	pushed	its	rays	through	gaps	in	the	leaves,	creating	poles	of	light	that	focused	in	on	small	patches	of	ground.	I	pulled	myself	away,	brushed	my	teeth,	took	a	shower	and	dressed.	I	was	hungry	and	there	was	no	food	in	the	annex,	so	I	had	to	go	to	the	hostel.	As	I	sat	on	the	edge	of	the	bed	to	put	my	shoes	on,	I	saw	the	bottle	of	vodka	on	the	shelf.	The	thuds	started	in	my	chest,	as	I	looked	at	it.	






what’s	happened.		 “Mum,	I	spoke	to	God	last	night	and	I’ve	changed.”		 It	went	quiet.		 “What	do	you	think?”	
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of	my	tongue.	I	could	hear	buzzing	in	my	ears	and	it	seemed	like	everything	had	slowed	down	around	me.			 I	walked	across	the	street	in	a	daze,	my	feet	making	no	sound,	and	went	in.			 “Pint	of	best,”	I	said.		 “Sure,”	the	barman	said,	“lovely	day,	eh?”		 I	pulled	myself	onto	a	stool.	Then	smiled	and	nodded,	as	he	put	a	glass	under	the	pump.	I	got	a	cigarette	out	and	lit	it.	I	took	a	long	drag	and	as	the	smoke	hit	the	back	of	my	throat,	I	coughed.		 “Sounds	like	you	need	this.”	He	placed	the	beer	in	front	of	me	and	I	stared	at	it.	I	looked	into	the	dark	brown	liquid	and	watched	the	bubbles	swirl	around	and	settle.	I	could	already	taste	the	beer	in	my	mouth.	I	put	my	hand	around	the	glass,	felt	the	condensation	and	lifted	it	towards	my	mouth.	The	blood	pumped	in	my	ears,	neck	and	chest.		 Thud	thud	 thud	thud	 thud	thud	 thud	thud	 thud	thud		 The	sounds	of	the	pub	became	muffled	and	the	shapes	of	the	bar	became	blurred.	Everything	around	me	was	blurred.	Everything	except	my	hand	and	the	pint	of	beer.	I	lifted	it	further	and	it	touched	my	lips.	I	tipped	it	and	took	a	mouthful	and	returned	the	glass	to	the	bar.	I	swallowed	and	my	body	froze.	The	cold	beer	flushing	into	my	stomach	made	me	shiver.	My	head	felt	hot	and	my	back	cold.		 Thud	thud			thud	thud			thud	thud			thud	thud			thud	thud	A	voice	said,	down	it	and	get	another,	you’ll	feel	so	much	better.	But	another	voice	said,	leave	the	drink,	leave	the	cigarette	and	get	out	now.		I	stared	at	the	smoke	twisting	up	from	the	end	of	my	cigarette	and	the	beads	of	condensation	snaking	down	the	glass.			 Drink	it.		
	 Get	out.	
Thudthud	thudthud	thudthud	thudthud	thudthud		 “You	okay?”	the	barman	said.		 I	looked	up,	and	the	sound	of	the	pub	came	rushing	back	at	full	volume.	The	clink	of	glasses,	the	murmur	of	conversation,	the	thud	of	the	door	and	people’s	footsteps.	The	blurred	shapes	regained	their	distinction	and	I	saw	everything	as	it	was.		 “Just	remembered	I	need	to	be	somewhere.”	I	stood	up,	stubbed	the	cigarette	out,	pushed	the	beer	away,	and	walked	out	into	the	warmth.	I	walked	
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back	across	the	road	and	set	off	towards	the	other	end	of	town,	where	the	coastal	path	led	up	to	the	top	of	the	cliff.	The	thuds	in	my	chest	subsided	and	I	breathed	deep	breaths.	In	the	sun,	I	felt	calm	again.	To	my	left,	was	the	sea	stretching	out	across	the	bay	and	towards	the	sun.	I	walked	along	its	edge,	until	I	came	to	the	road	that	led	to	the	pier.	Along	the	water’s	edge	were	boats	rocking	and	bobbing	on	the	water.	I	kept	walking,	until	I	came	to	where	the	concrete	pathway	finished	and	the	wooden	boards	of	the	pier	started.	They	were	thick	and	sturdy,	but	there	were	gaps	between	them.	I	stood	and	looked	down	through	the	boards.	The	inch-wide	gaps	were	big	enough	to	see	the	dark	blue	water	shifting	beneath.	My	legs	went	weak	at	the	sight	and	I	felt	faint.	I	grabbed	onto	the	railings	at	the	side	and	caught	my	breath.	A	cool	breeze	blew	across	my	face	and	I	felt	better.	I	stepped	onto	the	boards,	keeping	a	firm	grip	on	the	railings	at	the	side.	I	took	one	step	at	a	time	and	avoided	looking	down	through	the	gaps.	I	kept	my	eyes	on	the	end	of	the	pier	and	the	view	out	onto	the	sea	and	sky.	I	moved	my	hands	up	the	railings	with	each	step.	I	took	a	deep	breath	and	let	myself	feel	my	heartbeat.	Thump	thump,	thump	
thump,	thump	thump,	thump	thump,	thump	thump.	The	faint	sound	of	splashing	came	from	below,	where	the	water	slapped	against	the	wooden	posts.	I	kept	pushing	on.	As	I	made	my	way,	I	saw	couples	sitting	on	the	benches	in	the	centre	of	the	walkway	and	families	talking	and	laughing,	as	they	walked	back	down	the	pier	to	the	shore.	I	thought	about	my	parents	and	imagined	bringing	them	out	onto	the	pier.	We’d	walk	together	and	talk,	and	laugh.	As	I	reached	the	end,	I	made	my	way	into	the	centre	and	stood	holding	the	railings	with	both	hands	and	looked	down	at	the	dark	water.	It	was	almost	black.	I	stared	and	saw	movements	and	shapes	on	the	water’s	surface,	revealing	the	currents	beneath.	I	felt	my	stomach	tense	and	my	chest	tighten.	I	looked	up	to	the	horizon,	the	separation	between	sea	and	sky.	Then	above	at	the	vapour	trails	left	by	aircraft.	Then	further	above	them,	to	the	sun.	I	felt	the	warmth	on	my	face	and	the	cool	wind	on	my	back.	I	closed	my	eyes,	took	a	deep	breath	through	my	nose,	and	breathed	out	of	my	mouth.		In,	then	out.		In,	then	out.		In,	then	out.		
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I	stood	up	straight,	opened	my	eyes,	and	let	go	of	the	railings.	I	turned	around	and	walked	back	down	the	pier	to	the	shore.		 	
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